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of you, mother. Please go to town and deliver this note.*'
"Is it dangerous?" she asked.
"Yes. I'm sending you to the place where they print our
newspaper. WeVe got to get the story about the swamp
kopek into the next issue at any cost*"
"Very well," she said, "I'll go."
This was the first task her, son had ever entrusted her
with* She was happy because he was so frank with her.
"I understand, Pasha," she said as she was getting
dressed. "It's sheer robbery! What's that man's name—
Yegor Ivanovich?"
She returned home late in the evening, tired but pleased.
"I saw Sasha," she told her son. "She sends her regards,
Yegor Ivanoviqh is a simple sort, and very jolly. Has a
funny way of talking."
"I'm glad you liked them," said Pavel softly.
"They're simple people, Pasha, It's a good thing when
people don't put on airs. And they think a lot of you,"
On Monday Pavel stayed home again, since he had not
fully recovered. At dinner time Feodor Mazin came rtm*
ning in all out of breath, happy and excited.
"Come on!" he cried, "The whole factory's up in arms.
They sent me for you. Sizov and Makhotin said you
could explain things better than anyone else* You should
sec what's happening!"
Without a word Pavel began putting on his clothes.
"The womenfolk have come and added their squeals."
"I'm coming too," said the mother. "What are they up
to? I'm coming too!"
"Come along," said Pavel
They walked swiftly and silently down the street. The
mother could scarcely breathe in her excitement; she felt
that something of the greatest importance 'was about to
happen. At the factory gates stood a crowd of women who
were shouting and quarrelling. When the three of them
slipped into the yard, they found themselves in the midst
of a dark throng roaring with excitement. The mother
noticed that all heads were turned to the wall of the found-

